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DEDICATION. 

"/ will not write thy name upon thi^ pctg^ 

For the wide eye of all the world to see, \ 
Nor will I blazon forth thy noble deeds ; \ 

Enough that they are known to Xruih^nd me. 
Straight to the garner of thy heart I send. 

This sheaf that I have gleaned 'mid hopes and fears 
From fields where I would fain have reaped with joy; 

Fair fruit from seeds not wet, as these, with tears. 

^^Sure of thy truthful praise, if praise I earn, 

Sure of thy gentle blame, if blame thou must. 
To thee I give this harvest of my thoughts 

With timid hand, but strong, unshaken trust. 
Accept my waiting gift, and know thou well 

That I have wrought my work to gain from thee 
The voice of just approval : for I would 

That thine should be the world's great voice to me.'* 



f\iOH/OHM>* ^^' 



FRAGMENTS FROM AN OLD INN. 



" Only a life of mistakes, the offspring of a 

certain spiritual grandeur, ill-matched with the 
meanness of opportunity ; perhaps tragic failure, 
which found no sacred poet, and sank unwept into 
oblivion." 



In the year i8 — , after much strolling around the 
world, my brother and myself found a delightful 
retreat on a lovely stretch of coast, I shall not say 
exactly where. It was so like a bright bit of Eng- 
land, the most exacting Briton would have exulted ; 
so American-like, the dearest lover would have 
been charmed. 

In this rural slip of forgotten Paradise nestled in 
verdure was an old Inn, where home opened doors 
of welcome and peace. Doubtless the ancient 
noble hostess had imparted some of the fine flavor 
of her own generous spirit to the house. It re- 
minded one of mellow old wine, or fine old ara- 
besque and saintly carvings of ancient altars. 
Even the antique furniture seemed wisely uncon- 
scious of any modern innovations, or inventions, 
known to newer homes and great cities. 

Originally it was only a stately brick mansion, 
but long since, circumstances and time forced it 
to adopt some of the modern furbelows of plank 



and paint, with additional odd loops and nooks. 
Within and without, its quaint architecture was full 
of pleasant surprises to a modern Goth. In it a 
poet's fancy might play hide-and-seek ; preferring 
its curves and Hogarth lines, to any straight and 
mathematical precision. The woodland and hills, 
vales and distant mountains, of the gorgeous land, 
permitted the ocean only a charming side-glance — 
a sort of south to westward gaze. From our win- 
dows we had just rippling gleams, and flashes of 
the waters afar, nestled close under the blue of 
delicious skies. Sometimes they gleamed like a 
great sapphire in an emerald cup. Again crinkling 
and wimpling in light, they seemed to be but the 
fluted azure skirts of retreating nymphs or vanish- 
ing earth-angels. In some of the blue June after- 
noons, this pretty patch of the sea, lying so far and 
close under the sky, appeared to us from the Inn, 
like a great blue eye trying to look over into the 
radiant faces of the flowers. The sUn loved it. 



The stars were feign to weave the threads of their 
dreams across it in the gloaming. The toying 
winds came for a moment, but got tangled in the 
mesh of its blue and creamy veils. 

The Morn dipped her rosy finger-tips and pearly 
feet in its dimpling circles, ere she went to her 
royal king, the Day. Apart from all this lavish 
wealth of nature's beauty and abandon — in foliage, 
skies, waters, flowers and trees, — the Old Inn was 
a marvel of delight and quaintness. 

The house was old and castle-like, yet it never 
clasped hands with decay ; it cared only for its 
memories. Ghostly troops of these might have 
been seen in the cool blue air of summer morn and 
evening, gliding up and down the great stairways. 
It was haunted with echoes that whispered now, 
from room to room, quaint stories of the departed, 
and of that vast, beautiful sea outside that bore 
them afar off. 

The wide and lofty rooms, massive marble stair- 



ways, the great portraits on the walls, and the mute 
sense over all of life receding in the mists of time, 
lent an air of weird grandeur to the old feudal-like 
abode. 

At every turn in the great halls, was some touch 
or suggestion of comfort and art, heightening one's 
pleasure. The big old cumbrous, dreamy garden 
surrounding the domain, of fine umbrageous growth, 
gave to the eye in the distance a fanciful pleasing pic- 
ture. Sometimes it looked like a great autumn bloom 
stranded on the greenery, and the flowering trees. 
This garden was no modern stilted affair. Though 
it rejected the high-flown decorations of Paris, it 
did not scorn evergreens and roses of truly fine 
origin, — roses and plants and rare bulbs, showing 
an ancestry of high degree: — a pedigree dating 
back to the finest stock of the East : flowers which 
the poet Hafiz might have caressed ; jessamines, 
which Nourwahl or the Bride of the Abydos may 
have twined in their coronals; blossoms which 



might have tumbled over the walls of Eden, in the 
twilight, wafted by orange breezes through Cash- 
mere vales to a hundred hanging gardens. 

The old place still blinked and dreamed over 
these in slumberous noons, in a sleepy sort of mood, 
winking at the starlight and fireflies ; or sippi^ig 
dews from the morning-glory's beaded cup. Yet, it 
preferred its best and early loves — the musky 
Toses, pinks, camomile, holly-hocks, beds of 
thyme that never let you pass without whispering 
over memory's leaves, mignonette, marigolds, the 
old multiflora roses, running up the top of 
arbors — up to skies for light, as if Dawn would 
drink from their crimson and white shells. It 
clung fondly to these, and the slight beauties we 
each have known some time in childhood ; just as 
some cling to the old Bible, and the old tumble- 
down meeting-house. Of trees it loved best the 
great group of willows waving softly to wind 
and cloud ; and the apples and cherries clustered 



in odd corners, with a wealth of delicate blossoms 
nodding in new-born wayward breezes, taking coun- 
sel of early sunshine, butterflies, and thieving bees. 

In this old Inn it had been, long ago, my good 
fortune to meet and know one of the rarest, noblest 
beings ever seen out of my own ideal world. I 
shall not attempt to give her history, though in- 
tensely interesting and dramatic — ample enough 
to fill up more than one good novel, well written. 

Her singular physical beauty was more than 
matched by a mind and heart endowed with every 
noble sentiment, and the largest gifts ; or, as the 
maid said, " her feet just touched the earth." 

Such a combination of delicacy, largeness^ 
strength, and splendid features, is rarely seen, 
^sthetical mouth, not small but with every curve 
of beauty. Madonna brows, neither heavily arched 
nor straight ; a shapely nose, a full brown eye of 
exquisite expression and form, where seemed to 
slumber all the sentiments and passions of the 



soul, under the shadow of noble Thought, — as if 
always looking on the beauty of undying things. 
Hair soft and black, not blue-black, but more like 
dark waves, with the dew and breath of the South- 
ern summer midnight in them. 

A little above medium height, she was sweetly 
grave, dignified, and Juno-like : a beautiful thought 
personified. When wrought up by mental excite- 
ment in conversation, or by music, her very body 
grew radiant. It was her singular fate to be loved 
by nearly everybody and every thing which crossed 
her path. My brother and I were among her wor- 
shippers. 

At the time of our first acquaintance, she was en- 
tirely alone. Death had more than three times waved 
his sableplumes to her,and loving ties were sundered. 

From many causes she had finally made the Old 
Inn her home, whose hostess was a distant maternal 
relation. 

We were most warmly attached and confiding. 
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If there was any thing she failed to impart to me, 
brother was more than likely the recipient for the 
time ; if to him she omitted some fine thought or sen- 
timent for which we eagerly listened, I was sure to 
hear, and the trio shared in the general wealth. 

My lines of thought and feeling, though not in 
sorrow, were very like her own ; the differences of 
our natures, as well as material allotments, gave 
those unlikenesses which made completer har- 
monies. 

She had had her life-sorrow. 

The scars were never erased, scarcely healed. 

It was oftentimes a fancy of ours to sit chatting or 
reading in the old garden, with apple-blossoms over- 
head, full of crooning, drowsy bees; with the tangled 
grasses and roses of the arbor all around us, while 
birds flung out their glad songs of insistant joy. 

Years after my promise given her, that should 
she drop the coil of life first, I was to become her 
executor, I found myself again domiciled in the 



Old Inn. But my lovely friend Hermione Earl 
had followed out the tracks of unreturning ships, 
never more to anchor in sight of the old land. 

My ancient, stately hostess was never weary of 
talking of the beautiful departed one. She placed in 
my hands a handsome, quaint old cabinet of secret 
springs and locks ; this contained manuscripts and 
fragments of thoughts — faded rose-leaves she often 
termed them. 

She laughingly repeated that if, on looking over 
the papers committed to my care, I found them of 
little or no import, I might have a cremation party 
in one of the large old fireplaces, and invite all the 
ghosts and phantoms to come and dance mystic 
dances to runic rhymes ! 

They may be touched with a mild sort of scorn, 
as merely toys. So be it. 

All shells, and flowers, and stars, are not alike ; and 
possibly these toys of the lovely Hermione are as 
much as the baubles of others, and far more harmless. 



The mystery of sorrow is ijever solved. 






It dawns on me now, the meaning of that old 
Eastern Sphinx ! It is dead joy looking at life ; 
or else it is the Why of existence facing the Where- 
fore of eternity. 






Wandering at times beneath the grand old leafless 
trees, the fancy is beguiled in discovering the vacant 
empty birds' nests, which the rich foliage of sum- 
mer had long concealed ; and no one knew so near. 

It reminds one of the kindness of the Spirit of 
the Infinite, ever near us, when even Love is singing 
over our roof-tree ; but steeped in the shades of 
sorrow, we heed neither, until our treasure taken, 
our spring-time lost, a bare cold reality shows us the 
naked branches, the empty nest, and lonely sky, 
and bows the heart in acknowledgment 



OLD LOVES. 



They say our earth is very old, 
Though beauty still will pass 
Her hand so gently o'er the face of all 
That is and was, 

Until there seems, nor age, nor time, 

To spirits looking through 
The form and sense, the idle change between 
Us and the true. 

And then yon thoughtful azure sky 

In fleecy dreamings veiled, 
Wears just the glory robe it wore as when ' 
The darkness paled, 



Beneath the finger-touch of God ; 

Flow'rs wear their magic hues 
As when His mornings kissed them warm, between 
Soft hush of dews. 

The winds that deftly woo your brow 

Leave music just the same 
As when they wandered Eden- vales surprised 
And with no name. 

And yonder star so beautiful 

Is very, very old ; 
And half of all its mysteries never 
To earth are told. 



Songs oldest stir the numbered years 

Of fond hopes, gone to sleep ; 
And pass sweet visions o'er the soul, whereat 
We smile or weep. 
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And since the olden seems the best, 

And your old love divine, 
Then with you I will never part, you dear 
Lost love of mine. 
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Dreams are oftentimes the angels of our other 
life. 

Love and passion are like soul and body : when 

the latter perishes, the former lives ; and as passion 

expires, true love becomes immortal. 

* 
* * 

The universe of truth and beauty touches nearly 

all Poets alike, — they only have different methods 

of expressing their glory. 

* 

When the lovely Christ-life said : " Sell all that 
thou hast and follow me," in it was conveyed more 
than was then apparent. For did He not mean, 
when supreme beauty and truth come to the soul, 
either in abstract or apotheosized in a lovely being, 
we are to leave all the husks of the false — the 
flesh-pots of Egypt — and embrace the eternal 
Beauty and Good? 



AN OLD STORY NEWLY TOLD. 



One said, I will not waste my pearls 
On such a rugged sombre shore ; 

As pebbles crude — not frozen light — 
He 'd pass them by and nothing more. 

He could not feel the radiance 
Which lingers round a lovely act, 

The music of the flowing wave, 
The anthem of the cataract. 

And what to him are lofty deeds, 

That I should vex my soul, and bring 
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From off its shrine some sacrifice, 
Or incense at his feet to fling ? 

No — I will bring a flower to those 
Who love a flower's faintest blush ; 

And music for their mourning souls 
Who sit and brood in sorrow's hush. 

And beauty for the beautiful, 

And love for those who love can give — 
Who feel its thrill thro' nature's laws. 

And know the food on which they live. 



But one whose fair hand answered quick 
Her heart's sweet calling unto deeds, 

Said tenderly : His path is dim, 
His cloudy soul hath many needs. 
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Of all earth's influences sweet, 

I know not if he feels their might ; 

He seldom looks on beauty's face, 
As seldom passes from the right. 

But though his life a silence is, 
Perhaps a word will not be vain ; 

Perhaps a lovely deed, a song. 

May through him speak their faiths again. 

Perhaps he feels an aching want — 
I know not, but will sing the same 

For this dumb soul, as unto him 

Who loves and calls the stars by name. 
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AJl life is so s«,d, and yet can be so beautiful ! 
* 

Vanity in women, and personal animosity in men, 

leads them to err, as no other force will, and is 

usually at the bottom of their gravest wrongs and 

crimes. 

* 

Truly the poet i^ the flowering of the human. 
All delicacy and beauty of the soul and nature 
from the sheen and sparkle of light and waters, the 
hues and tints of creation, the music of all delicious 
sounds, the faintest sigh, the deepest woe, the most 
infinite joy, — all are crystallized in the poet's being, 
and flow in his song. But what is the use ? Are the 
people better, and gladder, that he sung ? When 
the flowers cover his lifeless form, for the reason 
that he lived purely and sang divinely, will they 
prepare welcome in their deed, and thought, for the 
next coming singer who will bring them truth veiled 
in melody ? 



A PICTURE. 



The glowing, dusky day had slowly burned 

To bluish flame ; against a sky of pearl 

The distant mountains shone 

Like flakes of azure, zone on zone ; 

While one, whose heart, with* love's sweet curse, had 

yearned 
For his return, until the brain's mad whirl 
And fever-fire running thro' all her veins, 
Drew forth the anguished cry ; — 
Her sad eyes now, as low large mootis at night. 
Of azure flame instead of golden light, 
Withdrawing their sweet gaze 
So languidly as in a languid dream. 

Yes, I will die — will die. 

Rather for love than live its crownless queen ; 
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He may not come again, 

His bosom hath no pain. 

There are so many stars he cannot see 

The violet ; he will not look on me, 

With his great soul that folded lies 

Leaf on leaf with love's sweet breath between. 

But he has gone ; and while my heart slow dies, 

He will not know the martyr is at rest ; — 

Perhaps he '11 rise to Love's sublimity 

Without its sorrow brave. 



So, on my cheeks cool water-lilies lay, 

And coil their stems with long-leaved flowers sweet 

Around my brow and feet ; 

And give me music full of Love's last sighs, 

As soft as when the pleasant waters meet 

Their loved, flush roses, crowned with starry mist. 

Then l^y me in my boat of long green dewy leaves, 

That I may glide on waters dark and cool, 



While night her silence weaves 

And slakes my fevered veins with her soft dews ; 

Yes, freeze the moonlight for my wine 

To drink from snowy lily-bells, 

And let me glide away — so far away 

To meet death on the wave : — 

His calm cold touch will ease the burning heart, 

His soft, slow step will not awaken me. 

And none will weep over this mystery. 



FOREVER. 



A mysterious tide is gliding 

Noiseless, far, and out of sight ; 
Through all darkness it doth wander, 

Yet it never wanteth light. 
Though its soul grows all the fonder 
For the sunbeams in it hiding. 
And the starbeams and the moonbeams and the 
songs therein abiding. 

Soulward flows this mystic river. 

Seems it without source or ending ; 
None hath reached its utmost shore yet, 

But the skies above it bending 
Whisper of its glories more yet ; 
Perfect calm it knoweth never, 

22 
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Though all bliss and joy it harbors, and its name 
is called " Forever ! " 

All the sweetest flowers are blowing 

On its radiant, balmy shore, 
Where the angels love to gather, 

And sweet spirits near it soar ; 
Through its long bright autumn weather 
Hope her bark is softly rowing — 
Maid of the mist, she glideth with the waves in all 
their going. 



And this restless tide is ever 

In the heart's deep far away ; 
And men call it Love, not knowing 

Name just sweet enough to say ; 
And because *t is ever flowing 
On to shore it findeth never, 
Joyous still in its unresting, its own true name i 
" Forever ! " 
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He absorbs my thoughts that blend to one whole 

like the mingling tints of evening which mark 

where the day went out in trailing glories. 
« 
Ik Ik 
Wisdom, truth, knowledge, beauty, poesy, are of 

no sex, then why should the aspirations of woman 

be ridiculed or denied ? One sex cannot be an 

enemy to the other. 

* * 
I have found that which we love most is most 

vitally beautiful, seizes us, enters, takes possession, 
without will or reason giving us the why or where- 
fore. 

* 
« ♦ 

Along my path one cloud has fallen, by which 
other shadows trail and pass, but this only remains, 
looming darker then all. Sunbeams straying near 
are but lost in the dark mass ; and, haply, one 
day it may become glorious and golden with these, 
— sublimated, — when sweet Faith will stray thither 
and write in lines celestial : " Thy will be done." 
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The silvery clouds, "floating, melting in the ten- 
der bluish October moon-lighted sky, were only 
summer-isles of beauty gone astray, lost and tan- 
gled in the moonlight and stars ! 

* * 
I asked God for a poem — for melody in my soul, 
and He sent a sharp, subtle music to wear through 
and through my heart like a sword, — even a great 
love I misconceived, did not accept, until He with- 
drew it and left life blur'd to me by the one large 
tear of an endless sorrow. 

« * 
The day is so perfect ; as if Spring, like some 
veiled Sleeping Beauty, had but moved in her slum- 
ber, and cast one glance of her large blue eye 
upon the world, and sent her balmy breath across 
the heather, while a few stray buds fall from the 
downy folds of her raiment, as she gathers her 
robes close about her, lest she hear the falling leaf 
and plaintive tones of Autumn. 
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My eyes are nabobs of a glory no man may 
take, and none can give. 

* * 

Like a flash of sunshine trying to penetrate long, 

long vistas of shadows, is human life. 

* * 

The Poet but translates the thoughts of souls un- 
able to speak for themselves. How many phrases 
of Shakespeare, Byron, Burns, and others are the 
prized property of the merest drudge and the loftiest 
mind. 

* * 

It seems a Summer hand that is sweeping the 
harp of Autumn, so delightful now are nature's 
moods and music, so magical every wave of air and 
rustle of waters. I hear presages in the whispering 
grasses, the glintings of the morning. The slight 
gossamer webs and threads become the telegraphy 
whereon the Sun and Day send sweet messages to 
the warm hearts of flowers. 



AUTUMN. 



In skyey looms I 've spun my snow, 

Old Nature said, 
0*er earth a garment pure and fine to throw, 
And strung a thousand pearls to wreathe her brow, 
For soon she weds with Spring. 

I 've reared grand palaces of jewelled frost, 
Whose sparkling pinnacles are fired 

With' golden sunbeams lost 
When early seeking out some flower's breast 
To lose themselves in fragrant rosy rest. 
* * * Fires ethereal, amber, violet, and gold, 
I 've lit within the west ; 
From veiled altars clouds of incense rise, 
And in the east calm vales of Paradise 
27 
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Distil perfume with lays of bliss untold, 

And melody, and peace, 
That blend with waves and purpling isles 
Wrapt in the hush of vast cerulean seas. 

And since my earth-child early wed with spring, 
Fond Nature said, 
IVe sent her zephyrs sweet aslove's own sighs, 
And million leaves and flowers whereon are read 
Of past millenniums, mute mysteries, 
Though in her heart are secret histories. 
That birdling, breeze, nor rock, nor tree and star 
May ever, ever tell ! 

The couch whereon to rest her downy cheek 

Of rarer moonbeams now is made ; 
Her canopy — unnumbered stars above, 
That will her eyes of sunny azure shade. 
And my true handmaid Love, 
Most beautiful and meek. 
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Hath set her feasts of roses rare and fruits 
The Summer hid about her blushing fields 

And bowers rainbow-strung. * * * 
I 've given earth these — Spring, Winter, Summer 

fair, 
With all her hidden hundred harps in tune, 

And music, yet unsung 
By any bird that weaves the air 

Into grand melody ; 
But now that Autumn reigns and woos my heart 
With her deep melancholy gaze of love, 
And smile so sweet it doth my being move. 
With fond grief^s sympathy, and breaks my soul 
To hear her pine in mournful strains ; — 
I '11 rest me *neath her clouds of golden mist. 
That gently fall o'er purple plains, and then 
Go tell my children not to waken me, 

For I must dream ! 
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Night takes the day to a bath of moonlit dews, 
fragrant with roses dying of too much glory. 

« * 
It is hardly worth while for woman to nurse her 

ideals for man. Ambition, fortune, the world — 
these form the three-headed Cerberus that guards 
every entrance to a perfect possession of the royal 
sanctities of his best, highest nature ; excluding the 
miraculous touch of her spirit-wand — her dream- 
like truth and truth-like dream. 

« * 
Beauty, spun by what hand, I vow not, and in 

spite of any fate, touches, and unites the mystic 

threads in my soul, and draws me suddenly face to 

face with every gleam and phase of loveliness. The 

white lily by the way, hid in forests* solitudes, 

the least gleam of morning and evening sky, any 

touch of color, any lofty expression of beauty, — all 

seize me — are mine. And so, I shall not miss of the 

great reward. 



OCTOBER. 



October, October the golden ! 
You are like a memory folden 

In grey, still meadows apart, 

In purpling shades of the heart. 
The summer was dreamfully dying, 
The humming-bird went away sighing. 

The bee passed forgetting its honey, 

The gold flowers scattered their money 
To winds in despair that pursued them. 
In mournful vague murmurs that wooed them- 

The day that you came and he came not. 

That day when a birdlet came winging 
From the heart of a lost Spring, and flinging 
Its notes, in silvery showers. 
Nestling in faint hearts of flowers ; 
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And although he lingers, I blame not 
Your beauty, O loveliest season ! 
With fair glories fairer than reason. 

By the hush of your voice, the swaying 

Of flower-bells secretly playing 

Airs subtle and soft for the breathing 

Of mellow winds tunefully wreathing 

Bird-song and bee-note in one ; — 

By the pink and the white mprning-glory 

Yet full of morn's passionate story, 
And rays of the slow- setting sun ; 

By these, and the waves that are stealing. 

O'er fathomless blue deeps of feeling, 
As your rose-veil, with all colors in it, 

.Falls over the clouds and their valleys. 

And Autumn asleep in your palace — 
I vowed he would come every minute ! 

Through your ivory gates warm bars of azure 
Where pale Summer went at her pleasure, 
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Or leaned her white breast full of roses 
Just born in the eve*s crimson closes, 

There swept the soft shade of a pinion 

I thought from your gleaming dominion, 
That I deemed he was nearer than ever ! 

'T was hope flying past me, O golden 

October, with memories folden 

As many as stars that are gleaming 
Through night on your tenderest dreaming- 
For he cometh never, ah, never ! 
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I am not all darkness, but need more stars in my 
. sky, — to be even perfect night. 

* * 

Pure souls are the broken off rays of a vast 

bright Infinite, to be at last returned to the Original ; 

the false and depraved being only shadows. We 

mourn the death of these holiest ones, as day might 

the sun, suddenly withdrawn. 
* 

Often I wish that every thing would not come to 
me as types, and classes, and symbols ; but so it is. 
Imagination lends a charm to one side of existence 

as fast as poverty and death steal from the other. 

* 

* * 

Nothing ! but one great weary weight of suffer- 
ing — negation, suspense, alternating, their dark- 
ness, their pangs, until the sufferer seems losing his 
own soul ! Every hope, sinking like snow on waves ; 
and faith itself crumbling beneath the destroying 
touch of horrible grief. 
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Is there nothing but tears ? No help — no surcease 

From the endless ebb and flow 

Of the shoreless deeps of woe ? 
Where the day has no more peace, 

For the night that wills to reign, 

With its blood-red stars of pain, — 
Along the path of the coming years, — 
Is there nothing but Tears ? 
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He was chained to the Caucasus of an unfor- 
tunate nature and birthright. 

injustice, what a two-edged sword you strike 
with ! When in the hands of those we love, it cuts 
the heart in twain. 

* 

The pure; bright, restless fountains of the soul, 
even the most musical, are sometimes frozen, or 
dash their spray of harmony to oblivion. 

* * 

1 am not more than mortal — not filled with ego- 
tism, but see too plainly when my heart is bleeding, 
and the life-drops make rents in the flimsy veils 

that are woven for me. 

* 

♦ « 

There is no rest for the soul that feels ; nor one who 
thinks. Do you suppose one such can enjoy pleasure 
and all the sweetness of life when there are so many 
looking him in the face desolate and hunger-pale ? 



TO A STAR. 



My beautiful star thoii art ! — afar 
I worship as in a dream, 
And all things seem but a broken dream down here 
where the shadows are. 

I turn to thee in my misery 
For a face beloved withdrawn, 
Till thine has grown so like his own, it is nearly 
one to me. 

I 've heard so long thy subtle song 
Float down from a burning heart ; 
That whether it be his voice to me, or notes from 
thy skyey throng, 
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'T were much to tell. Ah, well, ah, well ! 
The dust of a bitter fate 
For us ne'er came, from thy spirit-flame, and on 
our spirits fell ! 

A comfort sweet and a rest complete 
Thou hast sent, with magic thrills. 
Nor broken faiths, nor willed us deaths, nor snared 
with a coiled deceit, 

All the long night on the wandering light 
I will feel my spirit go. 
For no slumber yet can earth beget to fetter its 
starry flight. 

Near thee I lie, as the nights go by, 
A-dream like a tir^d child ; 
And the sweetest thought of all that *s wrought of 
thy radiant, pensive eye 
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Is, that just in sight, behind the night, 
God is, and could gently lay 
His hand on thee, and we might see His form fill 
the world with light. 
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Fanned by ethereal, gossamer wings 
Of fading summer, the high soul sings 

To its lonely Dreams that still arise, 
To the touch of Nature's melodies. 

They are dearer far in the olden land, 
Where love led faith with her saintly hand. 



A FLOWER'S STORY. 



We parted with fierce words and strange, 
As if the sword of some wild change 
Had smote with gleam and broadest range 

The trembling heart of faith with death ; 
The spirit recks not what it saith 
When wounded love darkens in wrath. 

But bitter most my words, and flung 
With stinging jest high truths among, 
As storm-bells on a wild coast rung. 

I called him false and proud in scorn ; 
" Nay, peace be to our love's young morn ! " 
He said, with grave, sweet look forlorn. 
41 
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" Thou shalt not take as faded flower, 

Or lily pale, from hour to hour, 

My love to thy new-wreathed bower," 

I cried, " that her fair foot may press 

Upon it, or to light the place 

With fairer radiance, holier grace." * * * 

This said, with passion wild I tore 
The flower that on my breast I wore, — 
His gift I 'd ta'en and kist. " No more," 

I cried, and cast it to the ground, 
" Shall sign or symbol e *er be found 
Of thy falsehood ! " and with a bound 

I glided from the walk, leaving 
Him standing lone, his look cleaving. 
With its deep silence and grieving. 
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The strange fair eve I left without, 
^The mild sky of my blinding doubt 
Within, wherefrom the stars went out). 

Adown the walk he slowly paced ; 
Each lordly step with grandeur graced. 
The changing sky, already traced 

With sullen clouds dragged from afar, 

Made little room for moon or star, 

Less scarred than my wild words would scar. 



He journeyed far that night, and fast 
His faithful steed in the lightning blast 
Bore him on as the tempest cast 

Its bolts about his stately form, 

That shone 'tween thund'rous gaps of storm ; 

Night, dark as hate, above him born. 
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With eager gaze and lip compressed, 

He thrust one hand into his vest 

And something dear thereof made quest. 

The wind and rain and storm that blew 
He felt not, and his spirit drew 
Close, closer to the love he knew. 

Into the boiling stream he went, 

His pallid lips scarce breathed — " Content ! ' 

Before fate's frowning battlement ; 

Fearless he sought the well-known shore ; 
Midway the leaping waves went o'er 
Rider and steed ; storm-lashed they bore 

To another bank where the ed.dy stays 
His lifeless form ; and ere two days 
They gathered round him weeping praise, 
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And searched where death's last stroke was 

laid. 
How of its mystery light was made 
When he in death-robe was arrayed ! 

And when they touched the inner vest 
That held the right hand's rigid rest, 
My flower was found upon his breast. 

And now *t were happiness to die, — 
To be that faded lily, and lie 
On his true heart eternally. 
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All night a mocking-bird sent its delicious melo- 
dy through my slumber. The moonlight, like a 
fine inspiration, or a soul^ possessed the night till, 

thought and reflection became religion, 
* 

« He 

Has the heart run too far and fast, that it must 
creep back into night ? Why must one spirit make 
so many sacrificial offerings, at desolate altars, 
where no responsive spirit stands bidding wel- 
come ! 

Two men, termed heroes, will yet continue to 
divide the world's love and admiration : Washing- 
ton as the representative of moral rectitude, great- 
ness, and devotion to country ; Napoleon, as the 
Mentality, the Idealist, whose mind was universal, 
his hopes heaven-high, but who sought with material 
chariot and reins to traverse all spiritual highways, 
yet aimed at perfection and achievements no sin- 
gle mortal could ever attain. 



THE EXILE. 



They made his home by the far-off sounding sea, 
Where they said : " He is not free ! — 
We *11 bind him fast with bitter, hard sea-waves 
And all their ghostly graves. 

" He cannot flee, whose spectres evermore 
On the dreary, grim rock-shore 
Will steal forth shrouded by a mocking past. 
To summon up at last 

"A fiery throng of other phantoms vague 
That smite like some hell-plague ; 
Ay, these, and tones as stinging serpents creep 
Along his mournful sleep. 
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" To nations gave he not the wine of blood ? 
Who then his wrath withstood ? 
Or grappled with his gory hand of hate 
Upon the sword of Fate?" 

He tore and trampled earth's proud love and 

scorn ; 
Was not his spirit born 

To break Fate's chain and clasp it close again 
With cords of his own pain ? 

Ah, Helena ! meet place for thy great one, 

Chained by thine ocean lone ! 

He thence might steal no more from Gods their 

breath. 
Nor secrets hid from death. 

And sorrow, desolation, and dumb woe, 
With their sharp poison slow. 
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Might do what nations yet had failed to do, 
Till forth they came and slew, 

As one man, this, who never yet had quailed, 
Although the kingdoms paled 
Before his iron tread as forth he came 
On steed of dark war flame. 

And yet the God in him went blind at last, 
Whereat he blindly cast 

His soul to fame, ambition, and dread doubt. 
Until his star went out ! 

His name on time's eternal page will be. 

And ages yet will see, 

On their grey voiceless shores, no wreck like one 

Men called Napoleon. 



APRIL. 

O beautiful April day ! 

Where will you bear my heart away ? 
And tell me the power of your magical flower, 

That hideth its eyes in the grasses sweet, 

Where brooklets wander with silvery feet. 
Surely my heart *s in its crimson fold ! 
Yet seeking oft, I find but the gold 

Of a broken, lost sunbeam. 

O beautiful April day ! 

Where would you bear my heart away ? 
A moment it seems with leaf-hidden streams 

Gliding unseen to isles of the blest, 

And again you waft it away to the west ; 
To dream on a cloud, or wander afar 
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With a spirit flown from a pitying star, 
Where the moonlit waters gleam. 

O beautiful April day ! 

Where would you bear my heart away ? 
Your wing's azure hue, your eye of soft blue, 

The rose of your lip, and balm of your mouth 

Are magical charms you waft to the south ; 
The pearl of your brow and gold of your hair 
No queen on her throne may fashion or wear, 

Though yours may perish away. 

O beautiful April day ! 

If ever I failed true homage to pay 
To blossom and bud, to bird and wood. 

Forgetting to love that miracle, Spring, 

And mystery of life blossoming. 
May your sweetest song be lost to me. 
And your glory mock my misery — 

O radiant April day ! 
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Which is better — to die too soon or die too late ? 

♦ * 

I am nothing. 

I sit to-day at the feet of the statue of Silence ; re- 
ceptive, drinking in at every pore the physical beauty 
that clothes the world. Is this the lust of the eye ! 
revelling in all glad color, the, ever- varying forms of 
clouds, the infinite hues of flowers, the passionate- 
ness of intoxicating perfume. I live ! I live ! I live ! 

There are troops of clouds journeying to far-off 
Edens of light, seeming more like the returning 
phantoms of some lost wonder-world, as they pass 
the cloud-sphinx cold against the evening light. 

There is failure and great discrepancy some- 
where, either on my part or on the part of those I 
would cherish, since it appears that I am dear to 
none ; not one of all prizing me or the gifts we hold 
dear, though my soul goes out with yearning, long- 
ing, an intense humanity, that could turn the dullest 
day into an Apocalyptic vision. 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 



Softly the rosy shadows glide, 
O'er purple hills to the river-side ; 

So tenderly that one might deem 
Them blushes faint of early dawn, 
Or some lost dream fall'n thro' the day. 

To float away on yonder stream. 

Low murmurs faint and fade away, 
And echoes of the gladsome day ; 
Although *t is eve, the slow wan light 
Hath far to travel unto night. * * * 

One seeks her weird frail bark alone — 
" Alone " is written on its prow. 

Yet from her steals no breath of moan 
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Her step is calm, her brow serene, 
Though on it mysteries are yet seen ; 

And beauty haunts her everywhere, 
And white and cool as yonder cloud 

It robes this silent lady fair. 
The still, sad glory of her face 
Could give to death a solemn grace. 

Her name ? — might sorrow be ; her eyes 
Are deep, still shadows of heart sighs ; 
And all the sadness round her thrown 
Seems but the breath, or dead, dead tone 

Of joy long buried — left and lost. 
She steppeth in right wearily — 

The barque sails out — she leaves the coast. 

At last she murmurs solemnly — 
Unto the sea — the boundless sea ! 
I twine my brows with poppies rare. 
And lotus bloom, and only choose 
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Lilies fed on moonlit dews, 
Whereon to lay me down, for now 

Richer flowers of sunlight made,- 
And glad with life, would haply bring 

Old visions lost in memory's glade. 

O'er all my flowers is scattered dust, 
Though golden bright, 't is broken trust ; 
Dead leaves and roses round me cast. 
Are faded hopes blown from my past ; 
Those that near my barque yet cling. 
Are fragments of a young heart's spring. 

Nay, hope, you cannot with me glide ; 
Your wing this wave has never tried ; 
You will but sleep since day is gone 
Out of my life where once it shone 
When loving me : — the sky is blue 
And always star'd that bends o'er you ! 
Once more farewell — nay, look not sad, 
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My skies are gray, and yours are glad, 
And golden as for angels made. 

What unto all is the voice of one 
Crying in the wilderness alone ? 
What yon star to one frail barque 
Trembling, gliding off in the dark ? 
My prayers like white doves cannot soar, 
Their wings so tired with many tears ; 
Then, hope, farewell — you can no more. 

Sweet Love ! I loved you long ago. 
Ere that I knew your name is woe ; 
You tried so true to weave me bliss. 
But thorny crowns for you in this 
Bright world, your fairy feet must wend ! 
Farewell, sweet love ! this is the end — 
And take your cross — I never more 
Shall meet your eye or kiss your brow, 
Unless we gain another shore ! 
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A fleck of cloud no larger than a man's hand may 
poise between you and some glorious evening star, 
for a time concealing the splendor of a far-off world. 

So may a fault, or an error, sometimes obscure a 
great soul. With the cloud fallen down the blue 
abyss, the error drifted away, — and there they 
shine in all their radiance and immortality. 

« * 

In other years children's pleasures seemed much 
purer and more enjoyed by them than at the 
present. The May-day celebrations were then 
epochs in a girl's life. Dressed all in white 
trimmed with natural flowers, by the side of her 
companion she walked' under a vine-wreathed 
arch of willow, the two holding it in right and left 
hands over their flower-crowned heads. Scores of 
these marching in line to the main stand or May- 
pole, where songs and recitations took place, pre- 
sented a sight pure, novel, and fanciful, yet lovely 
for its very simplicity. 



THE KING. 



Ho ! ho ! sing and play, 

And with glad garlands gay 
Plucked from all fairest bowers, 
And music and smiles of early-born hours 
Untouched by a breath from cold seas of pain, 
Come ! crown us a king, the right royal king ! 
And be sure that ye bring 
No lost, pale robes of the dead yesterday 
For our great king's array. 

The past it is dead 

And tears that love shed 
Are bitter as fruit of dead, bitter seas ; 
And lilies that wave in their woe-blown breeze 
Send no more thrills from the hands that are cold 
To those yet warm, and that tremblingly hold 
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Life's crystalline cup till one in the dark 
Steals, seizes, and bears it away — and, hark ! 
The soul like a star strikes out and is gone — 
A new-fledged world in search of a dawn ! 

The Future 's a queen ? — 

Aye ! and ne'er may be seen, 
And if e'en once crowned, still who with her reigns 
Shares a throne or a crown made of infinite pains. 

Then crown while ye may 

This great king — To-day : 
Drink the goblet he holds, for 't is all that ye have. 
And gleams but awhile 'tween a smile and the grave ! 
Drink deep of his wine — let the full soul's strength 
Rush grandly out to its light, and its length 
For all it can give — for all it may claim. 

Give thought, full power ; 

And faith, every hour ; 
And hope, highest songs she may choose, — 
Of Love's wild harp not a tone may ye lose. 
Lest an hour might come and ye vainly would give 
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Your soul, and all else, to love but as now 
It only can love and live ! 

Then crown ye the King, 
Kiss his hand, wreath his brow. 
And each gay garland bring. 
If ye leave him uncrowned 
Ye may only be found 
Pale and dead at his feet, when he fades as he must, 
And your future and past be as wind-scattered dust ! 
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I saw the first dawnings of spring, heard its first 

bird-songs ! 

« « 
The childhke nature, as well as the child, is 

only precious to the best types of humanity. 

* * 
His brief coming was but a respite, widening the 

vacuum the more, for returning waves of feeling 

and thought unfed. 

* 
« « 

The human heart must finally sicken in a dark 
negation, when it has ever to lay its offerings on 
silent dead altars, with no response from its Dodona 
groves to its own immortal oracles and decrees. 
Nothing — but to watch the last wave ebb out ! I 
am looking on the dry channels where once the 
blue waves went singing on to the Infinite, and the 
love-freighted ships came and went all the days, 
with limitless horizon ! Then hope sung a tale of 
love being welcome — of love counting in the sum 
more than all else in existence. 



WHICH IS BEST? 



Seeing there are so many to be loved, 

I deemed very many loving ; 
And gazed on truth's calm azure eye unmoved, 

And cried : Poor heart, 
Wilt thou happier be not loving ? 

There are so many to be loved, and yet 

They vanish, swiftly going ; 
Thou cans't stay them even with heart-breath ; 
Although thy cheeks be wet 
With tears of sad years' flowing. 
Though thou followest fast. 
They are all gone and past, 
Ere thou cans't bind with bands and sweet love's 
hands. 
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Not one, not one, will stay just long enough 

To hear what the old song is saying 
Of hearts made young by rosy lips of love. 
Whereat there grew 
Such souls made true 
Glad life in meadows went playing ! 

Yet, soul, thy yearning takes thee with them quick. 
So quickly thou art flying, 
Kind mercy hath nor time nor breath 
To kiss the ashes from thy pale lips sick 
Of Dead-Sea fruit there lying, 
That burn thy life like death. 
Thou wilt vainly try 
To kill thy sigh 
For hearts of love to be alone for thee. 

Since loving bringeth bitter rest indeed. 
Being beloved might offer 
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Elysian nepenthe for thy need : 
But tell me, which is best : 
Love's-seeking, or woe-rest ; 

To be beloved, or only die a lover ? 
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Why is it that poets are bom with that deep 
clinging love of nature, which other people can 
never even acquire? 

* * 

Why is it a noble thought, eloquent passage, fine 

str^ain of music shivers my body as if with rigors ? 
How is it that soul and body are both moved 
simultaneously by the same thrill ? 

* 

* * 

My royal Self is left alone in an inner chamber, 
pillowed on the regal cushions of dreams, and 
holier, brighter fancies, whilst I must go forth and 
in the thick of conflict face Necessity, meeting my 

friends, ay, life, as a sort of commercial dummy. 

* 

* * 

His great soul smote on mine and struck thereof 
a sweeter harmony than ever thrilled life before. 
My fair Eden-rest he is, toward which I journey 
with bruised feet through my desert, and in my 
hands the broken reeds of my trust. * * * 



IN THE SHADOW OF GLORY. 



He was Art's true child and divinely wed 

To all beautiful things and holy, 
And naught of God's making to him was e'er lost — 

The highest was seen thro* the lowly. 

For these in their beauty held secrets for him, 
And Heaven still through them is saying ; 

O'er the mystical shades of the darkness of chance, 
The light of God's purpose is playing. 

On he travailed thro' years in his dream-world of 
dreams, 
Yet growing so brimful of shadows 
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That down in its darkness a ray of light fell, 
Like a blossom in dusk of still meadows. 



In the gold-dust of dawn and the star-dust of eve 

His pencil was dipped, and in glory 
Of noontides of light, though he lived in the gloom 

Of forests and rocks lone and hoary. 

But their gloom was his brightness ; the woodlands 
his home ; 

And Nature, God's shadow but seeming ; 
And Fame but a shadow — and nothing so real. 

So true, as the rocks and his dreaming. 



His name afar off brought earth a new day ; 

While Fame, a robed angel, went chanting 
His praise all abroad — for all ears but his own, — 

Strange shadows on life's sward were slanting. 
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And twilight fell downward on woodlands and 
rocks ; 

He yet heard no Fame-angel singing, 
For a third shadow fell — 't was Death, — and his soul 

Beyond it so softly went winging. 



It found him alone *mong his rocks in the dusk ; 

He knew not what Fame was then knowing, 
Still chanting his praise though he never might hear, 

And night only told of his going. 

So the children of light in their shadows here dwell ; 

It is ever the same sad old story 
Of man, nay of Life, from the lips of the years : 

" He died in the shadow of glory ! " * 

* Theodore Rousseau, French painter. 



BEAUTIFUL EYES. 



How shall I meet thee, love ? 
How live beneath the gaze of those fond eyes — 
Eyes beautiful, where dwell all mysteries 

Of love's fathomless deep 

Where joy lies half asleep ; 
Whose very glance can draw my soul up through 
Mine own as morn steals flower-hidden dew ? 

How shall I meet thee, love ? 
Thy soul's full rays across my spirit pass. 
And thus returns divinity that was 

Shut from a temple closed 

'Where faith entombed reposed. 
Till thou hast* come to be that hope and faith 
To gladden yet my lonely walk with death. 
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How shall I meet thee, love ? 
How meet thine eyes that in such splendor blaze ? 
How keep my soul beneath their steady gaze ? 

How bid it cease to pray 

That it may pass away 
From their deep light and tenderness withdrawn 
To meet at last God's loving smile alone ? 



POESY. 



She was a being fair, 

Wondrous without compare, 
And dowered with strange beauty from afar ; 

So that earth-spirits rude 

Dared never to intrude 
On her high paths, or mystic dreamings mar. 



But once a lover came 

With lordly soul and name 
Men said would go linked to all coming years ; 

And while he sought to woo 

This being strange and true. 
Good neighbors answered, " Nay,'' with pleading 
fears. 
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" This maiden never wed, 

Or marry death," they said , 
" For she has husbands many, and will bring 

Only inconstancy, 

Or torturing mystery, 
Or some pale joy hiding a secret sting. 

" And she is surely wed 

To all things strange and sad, — 

Lovers that nature gave when she arose 
From childhood's flowered sleep 
To sing, and sigh, and weep. 

And learn a joy is born of many woes." 

From hidden murmurous valleys 
From leafy fragrant alleys. 

The winds come up and woo her soft and low. 
And tell her secrets new. 
And whether strange or true. 

The stars above, who love her, may not know ! 
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The brooklets run to meet her 

With music steps the sweeter, 
And lose their melody in her sweet voice ; 

Child of the purest love, 

The moon crowns her above. 
And all things in her faith and hope rejoice. 

The finest tender rose 

That o'er balmy morning glows 
Steals through her blood and turns her cheek to 
bloom. 

Her eyes the midnight kist, 

Once in a loving tryst, 
And left them full of love's dark witching gloom. 

Her fairy feet do beam 

With soft gold dust and gleam 
That evening scatters from her burning west ; 

Sometimes with midnight winds — 

No other lover finds, — 
She sings, or sleeps, full of sweet dreamy rest. 
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And for this loving power 

Her lover drew each hour 
To his strong purpose, and wed with nature's child. 

This master stern and bold, 

Or science, new and old, 
Who wilder was than all her fancies wild. 

The path so cold and strange 

They gave her, wrought its change ; 
And plodding labor, she would often leave 

A little while to lose 

Herself, and softly muse 
With breeze and star, that for her coming grieve. 

She could not bake and brew 

And live as others do ; 
She pined for paths of careless winding ways, 

Free as the wind to rove 

Where truth answered to love, 
Forgetting care, to sing her olden lays ; 
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Until good neighbors said : 
" See now, her love is dead, 

To toil like us shje will not take her hand I * * * 
At last their warfare chilled, 
Her heart with music filled. 

And then she slept in God's sweet summer land. 



TO A BEAUTIFUL PORTRAIT. 



What cunning hand 't was wrought thee first in 

beauty's fiery glow ? 
Of thy kindred, thy existence, I may never hope to 
know ; 
But this I know, and gladly, 
That thy matchless features burn 
Within my soul forever and mysterious joys be- 
stow. 

Oh ! art thou some sweet phantom out of chaos 

flown to me ? 
For a comforter, for beauty, have I often turned to 
thee ; • 

Even now I see yet dimly. 
Back into shadowy years, 
A phantom hand a-toiling for this joy that was to be. 
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Pleasures that move us deeply, and that bring 

eternal gain, 
Surprise us oft in darksome hours of loneliness and 
pain. 
And in moments weirdly mournful. 
Hast thou only been with me 
When o'er the summer meadbws and the softly 
rippling main 

Shone the stars, night's burning fancies, and that 

breathe for evermore 
Pure poesy in that word God, that man repeateth 
o'er ; 
When around the world went shrieking 
Loudly winds of winter wild, 
Clutching,thro' the broken midnight, at the moon 
in heaven's door, 

As she looked through tattered fragments of her 
dimly-lighted skies. 
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With her golden-fleece and star-dust blown about 
in night's wild eyes, 
And a world far off went drifting 
Through its sea of woe and sin, 
While to all my eager queries thou, nor it gave me 
replies ? 

O'er thy brow so gently shapen falls a ringlet soft 

and brown. 
But thy tender lips are closed as to crush their 
secret down ; 
And thine eyes their mysteries hinting 
Are too beautiful for Death ; 
And they gaze so sadly thoughtful, while the fore- 
head wears no frown, 

That I think some dark faith looketh on me from 

their misty deeps. 
Or perhaps a life-long loving here its sacred hist'ry 

keeps, 
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Or a dawn thy soul once smiting 
(As Aurora Memnon smites) 
Wakened music sweetly solemn, whose sad echo in 
them sleeps. 
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Whatever suffers, whatever is most deeply tragi- 
cal, arouses my sympathies beyond measure. The 
darker and more fatal, the keener the pain. 

* * 

It is strange that with some hearts /ove wakens a 
sort of mother-feeling, — a wish to gather as with 
dove-wings, to soothe and bless and shield. This 
singular mother-feeling, desiring to please and pro- 
tect is unmixed with other emotions and passions. 

Many of the bright landmarks in the journey to 
the temple of Knowledge and Wisdom are identi- 
fied with the teacher, revealing his presence when- 
ever memory turns her face to the gate of childhood 
and early endeavor. To one of refinement and 
sentiment it might be pleasing could he be pointed 
again to those mile-stones where he taught some 
new lettering on them, or traced some rare hiero- 
glyphic of life. 



TRUE POSSESSION. 



Of all 'the flowers that tenderly twine 
On the woodland tree or the forest vine ; 
Of all the sweet songs that have flown to thee 
From mountain streams or the far-off sea ; 
And of all the stars that above thee shine 
Through the folds of space, — not one is thine. 

Yon fleecy cloud on the day's blue wing, 
The bird thou lovest, the rose of spring. 
And the glow of beauty on nature's face. 
Whose light thy soul forever may chase ; 
Ay, these, and their gifts, though ever divine 
To thy soul, are not, not once made thine. 

The hopes that have led thy soul along 
Through nights of sorrow, of sin, and wrong, 
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And woven thee pinions awhile to be 

On all glad heights, may fade from thee ; 

And the heart, where thy life's star seemed to 

shine, • 
Prove false and mock all the love of thine. 

But the child of thy heart that is brought to thee, 

If by love's white hand of mystery, 

Is ever and only thine 

By a law that is strange as it is divine ; — 

'T is thought of thy thought and breath of thy 

breath, 
And soul of thy soul, through life, beyond death. 
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I watched the burial of the day, grandly beauti- 
ful ! yet hardly less solemn than the new grave 
dug within the heart. Ah, Old Year ! what hast thou 
done ? What brings the New ? Far beyond the 
snow-gleaming mountains rose the grand mauso- 
leum of sunset over the buried day, and spirits of 
air and earth unfurled gorgeous gloomy-red ban- 
ners of sombre flame over the splendid catafalque. 

* * 

O 'er this and the sun-steeped solitudes I looked 
on the infinite reaches of sorrow in my soul. In- 
deed, the sky that bends over despair and gloom is 
solemn, — too weird to be beautiful, and could 

touch with shadow the sunny waves of Paradise. 

* 

* * 

In all the painful allotments of life God has 
ever spared me, and given me freely a glimpse of 
blue sky and permission to gaze on and love the 
glorious world of Nature, of the Beautiful, — in 
which I seemed at once a part, and yet alien. 
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My nature is so timid and retiring, that my ac- 
tions are rarely up to my conceptions, or my will. 

I look at the snow's pale splendor and think : Is 
not many a soul as pure, yet as sad ; still, why so 
sad, when so immaculate ? 

* « 

The gates of Eden never opened but once to woe. 
When they ope again 't will be to enclose all happi- 
ness. 

I so detest ostentation, the moment I find one 
doing aught in vain-glory and arrogance, he insures 
my dislike, despite his attainments or merits. 
Hence I delight in doing a kindness to such as do 
not parade in life's gala days, but are often ignored 
and neglected, though I should know my deed and 
its motive unguessed by them. 



TO A VIOLET FROM THE CONVENT 
OF MERCY. 



Did some fond one nourish thee, 
Caught up in the memory 
Of some lost lov.e's mystery, 

Or another life that was 
Buried in heart-history, 
Drinking in thy dewy breath less in love with life 
than death ? 

Of far-off -^olian airs 

Art thou made, or breaths of prayers — 

Saintly prayers, — or yet of sighs 

Floating to thee yearningly. 
Of broken winds and melodies 
More from ecstasy of Thought than of earthly 
music wrought ? 
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Sunbeams fed on thee — ay, how many ? 
And the dews, if there were any, 
Did their tender silence hush thee 
Softer than an angel's dream — 
Trembling close, but near to crush thee ? 
By thine eye of burning blue, hast thou yearnings 
like us too ? 



Whispered to the stars how long 
Hast thou, mingling with their song ? 
Robed in thine own purple slumber 
On a breath of love's soft languor, 
Hast no fear, O fairy donor, 
So to leave thy haunt ? No, no, no — 
Thou wert born to bless and knowest all the glory 
that thou owest ; 



Bom to woo and bless the loving, 
Or a wretched one in erring ; 
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Both may seek thee, never fearing 
Any message sent through thee — eye of flesh shall 
never see. 



Through our dreamings thou shalt wander 
Till they all grow fair and fonder ; 
While the curtains of sweet fancies 

Thrill and move to find thee near, 
Folding in thy subtle glances. 
And thy saintly fragrant breath, though it held the 
dust of death. 

Thou dost worship, and thine altar 
Is the holy earth, where falter 
Lovely spirits, ever groping 

Through old legend-haunted vales 
With a vague, delirious hoping. 
For what is, and is so far, till they know not what 
they are. 
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Thou dost worship, never needing 

Other temple for thy pleading 

Than sweet earth, sunshine, and sky ; 

Thine *s no marble stately column 
Lifting jeweled domes on high — 
Shut in by man's inventions, and his dusky dim 
intentions. 

Thus star, birdling, brook, and flower 
Praise him on from hour to hour. 
And no golden towers heed they 

Clothed about with vanities ; 
And no marble temples need they ; 
For true worship that should be, they shall have 
none, nor will we. 



ALABAMA. 



I shut my eyes and gaze on that old land, 

The dear old land where once I lived and loved ; 

That once so full of busy motion was, 

And full of life and young hearts quickly glad. 

And whirr of mazy wings along the air 

Of spirits sympathizing with earth joy. 

True, — true all nature wore couleur de rose ; 

And rosy morns woke me with balmy touch, 

To find love's blush close hid within my heart, 

That flushed with paly pink of sea-shell clear 

The crystal radiance of my strange young soul^ 

And music made, and Beauty as of God. 

I gaze upon it now where silence moves 
Vague hands in sleep : for silent are its vales, 
89 
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Their secrets hid in leafy cells and caves ; 
Sometimes low winds croon to the lonely flowers, 
Whose sweetest breath floats off on summer seas ; 
The mountains, grander yet in their blue gloom, 
. And far-off look of weird expectancy, 
Their wreaths of mists as ghosts stealing away 
Above the winding streams, which glide the same 
In sun or gloom, as when I with them roved. * * * 
The city like a jewel gleameth yet 
Upon the valley's soft green velvet breast ; — 

All seem far off. * ♦ * New feet tread olden 

paths ! 
The real grows the shadow of a dream, 
I, only, bear their image in my heart. 
And yet, I *ve found the beauty, peace, and love. 
And joy, in nature felt is mostly of 
That world within, and how *t is peopled too ; 
We bear her half the pleasure we do get ; 
As the eye, a smaller circle, taketh in 
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A vast horizon fringed with stars. * * * 

And surely now this hush is my own calm, 

Is mine — since Death has crossed my path and 

left 
His shadow cold that crept up to my heart, 
And all the fairy throng who peopled once 
Its gorgeous solitudes have flown afar. 
The crimson is but gray, the fairy dreams 
Sleep well in perfumed alabaster tombs, 
And hope, chief mourner, is a figure pale 
As if of moonlight made ; and plumy flowers. 
Forsaken, lean above dead, voiceless founts. 
And o'er the perfumed alabaster tombs, 
And shattered idols strewn — these, were some 

faiths. 
I would not touch them with a present hand ! 
And I can walk around about my soul. 
And gaze upon this splendid city dead 
As *t were to look upon a sculptured dream ! 



92 

Three times Death pointed at me his icy finger ; 

three loved ones lie low in the shadow. 

* 

* * 

Napoleon wrapped himself in a crimson mantle 
of blood ; and men called it Greatness, but God 
called it Scourge. 

* ♦ 

The fearful winds pierced night with strange,' 
wild music, droning far off among the wooded 
vales and hills with dismal moaning, then plunging 
near smote the trees, and clashed together in sharp 
-^onean music, with the wan sky like a great sad 
eye between. 

« * 

Love and true friendship are realities, and must 
evolve lovely, enduring results, or they are nothing. 
The love of a true nature is as real as stars and 
space, though the one be material, the other spir- 
itual. Are you strong, and good enough through 
love to make a destiny better ? 



PAIN. 



Is pain demon — is it human ? 
Does it only cling to woman ? 
Is it seeking for some laughter 
In a dreaded, dim hereafter, 
Was it born of bitter fruit. 
With sin's sweetness at its root, 
In Eden's stilly garden. 
While desire was the warden, 
Which, protecting all, yet slew 
Life, sweet Life, that fell accurst, 
Pierced by many terrors through ? 
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II. 

Was it born of joy's first kisses 
In the world's soft dewy morning, 
Or the coiling fate that hisses 
Round ev'ry life that *s dawning ? 
Unto Evil is it brother, 
Since of sorrow it is mother ? 
Clutching at the* feet gone from her, 
As they bore off hopes too tired 
To live here any more. 
Its strength is more than human, 
Holding fast, as arms that love us, 
Or the only eyes that move us — 
Splendid eves of loving woman. 

III. 

Even bowls of sweetest sadness 
It will dash a little more ; 
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On the sunny child of gladness 

Shuts its iron prison-door ; 

All fine nets of keenest anguish 

Are but waiting for who languish ; 

And its little wheels of torture 

Are through light and darkness spinning, 

While it dumbly gazes grinning, 

With its mission un-foretold 

By any prophet new or old. 

IV. 

Does it die ? If so, where buried ? 
Does it rise again immortal, 
'Mong its ancient hosts so serried 
By their battles with the years ? 
Can it reach a heavenly portal 
Veiled about with mists of tears ? — 
Tears for all the sullied pages 
That it turned through all the ages. 
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Plucking at the flowers between them 
Soijiething long ago left there, 
With braids of Mercy's sunny hair, 
Ere fond Pity looked upon them. 



V. 



'Tween Despair, its olden prison, 
With its dread gnomes re-arisen. 
And fair Hope, who in her palace 
Holdeth forth her jewelled chalice 
Full of sweets for bright immortals. 
It must wander without ceasing ; 
For a power hath bid it gaze on 
Desolation's dreary portals. 
While its mystic cypher stays on 
Ruin's yellow hardened face, 
That the quaking spirit sees. 
Ev'ry cup for man's own quaffing 
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It will hand him in the darkness, 
And if blissful bubbles bead it, 
Pain is near until it quivers. 
Till the hand or cup it shivers. 
Until hell breaks out a-laughing 
O'er the biting bitter lees. 
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What is life if not spirit opposed to and opposing 
matter ? 

« « 

The actual condition of a soul m pain, its way 
bristling with antagonisms, misunderstood, denied 
the rewarding sympathy of all the beings around it 
called human, writhing in hidden agony, its better 
life dying out ; — is to me something fearfully mys- 
terious, and terrible to witness. 

Nearly all of us are sometimes the victim of 
illusions — a time when we become cunning work- 
men in that masonry styled "castle-building." 
Oh, what a friend is the twilight then, deftly falling 
over the airy fretwork of beautiful towers, blend- 
ing with the distant cloud-realms of hope, from 
which gracefully float the starry banners of Dreams! 
We rest, secure, believing them safe, imperishable, 
until some broad noonday storm of fact sweeps 
past, and we hear their crash — that 's all. 
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Yield not to that time of sorrow when the veil 
of the inner temple is rent in twain, and even Hope 
passes by on the other side, leaving the bleeding 
heart alone to perish. Let not this grief linger to 
unlock the doors of despair on you forever — shut- 
ting out the last beam and color of beautiful day. 

* 
* * 

Alone, and journeying through a dreary pine 
forest in late autumn, I crunched the tears of my 
sorrow that would force themselves up from the 
heart. I gazed from the coach window far into the 
rain-washed, lonesome forest, as the gray, homeless 
evening was creeping away into shadows and tall 
pines — pines made of the accumulated shadows of 
ancient years ! Involuntarily I contrasted this 
solitary journey, and scene, to the bright homes of 
hundreds who sat in joy around happy firesides. 
Indeed, all that was brightest and sweetest to 
memory came thronging on my vision as if the 
very vassals of Pain ! 
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TWO ARTISTS. 



Across at my neighbor's, in rooms apart, 
Were women two, plying their magic art ; 

And gray clouds the gold were rifting ; 
The sun made his fires in the tree-tops bold. 
And burnt up the purple, amber, and gold 

Down on the sea-waves drifting. 

One smote from the harp and piano keys, 
Music sweeter than of Orient seas. 

Where endless Melody *s sleeping ; 
And one sat silent with pen in hand. 
And wrought her music of wonderland. 

While Memory looked on weeping. 

Alone, and silent, she wrought her song. 
Through it sobbed tones of sorrow and wrong ; 
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And the night through clouds went drifting. 
Men said : — " Only a poet who still 
In the strength of anguish and passionate will 

Some secret burden is lifting/* 

The world all praised the one ; no sound 
Stirred for the other her silence profound, 

No spirit sighed back to her sighing. * * * 
But who doth best, and who shall know, 
One singing loud, or one singing low. 

In the voice of Thought undying ! 
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The absolute God of the Universe is Truth. 

When you find one wholly satisfied with it, long- 
ing always to give it entirely, does it not seem the 
heavens are set down for the feast, and all things 
about to form into wings for the human's transpor- 
tation ? Then a clear empyrean bends over the 
dreariest day of doubt ! Then the sentinels cry 
out from the desolate towers across the night, " All 
is well ! " till faith, a skylark, bears up the song 
the morning sky. This is never more enchanting 
than when evidenced between two intelligences in 

perfect accord. 

* 

To know a being thus dedicated to Truth, re- 
ceiving and giving its elixir, and to find an occa- 
sion not saddled with an apology, makes one feel 
like doing unusual things, as though he had dis- 
covered a new route to the Indies, or had found a 
new continent. 



A BIOGRAPHY. 



Above a score of years ago, 

From many mysterious sources, 
A stream leapt up in the morning's glow, 

And traversed the forest courses. 
It was so glad with light and song, 

It took no time for playing ; 
Though it loved its home of silence long 

And fairies about it straying. 
A spirit within erewhile so dumb 
Cried, " Follow fast for thy life has come ! " 
And in strange joy it softly sung — 
"01 soon will be to the boundless sea. 

The beautiful, far-off sea ! " 

It cast its soft blue eye of peace 
To the azure sky above it ; 
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And felt that its song could never cease 
With some sweet things to love it ; 

With sky and flower, and bird, and breeze. 
And shadows round it winging * * * 

It clasped these to its soul and went 

On its solitary way content. 

And the sweetest song it ever sent — . 
"01 soon will be to the boundless sea. 
My beautiful, far-off sea ! " 



It wooed the flowers along with it. 

And soothed the forest silence ; 
It listened — dreamt — where the wild birds sit. 

Or lingered *mong summer islands. 
Its life grew broader, brighter now, 

Such joy it was bestowing ; 
It wore God's smile upon its brow. 

It seemed from Eden flowing. 
A poet sought and loved this stream. 
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And wove in it his fondest dream 
As it murmured on in shadow and gleam — 
"01 soon will be to the boundless sea, 
My beautiful, far-off sea ! ** 

Now, it had a hope, one only aim — 

To be of all streams the fleetest ; 
To bear all joy, and good, and gain. 

And warble earth-songs sweetest ; 
Then lose itself in light at last. 

But one by one kept falling — 
A broken branch, or stone, wind-cast, 

That hushed its tuneful calling. 
Till many passing cried, " You are nought," 
And bird and flower took no more thought ; 
But still like a thread of light it sought 
At last to be to the boundless sea. 

The beautiful, far-off sea ! 

And so it journeyed wild and free, 
And found new glory ever ; 
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Until men said : " This shall not be, 

This waste, this folly, never ! " 
They built gray walls, they cast huge stone, 

They break up all its coursing ; 
They did not want its music tone ! 

And Fate, they say, is Forcing. 
And still it rambled on again. 
Or hid in golden song its pain, 
Or hummed its olden broken strain — 
** O I yet will be to the beautiful sea, 

The beautiful, far-off sea ! " 

Last, its wavelets fled, its path was gone. 

Where rocks loomed darker, higher ; 
The traveller laughed outright in scorn, 

" Now where is thy wondrous lyre ? " 
Still it struggled on in song, or strife, 

Till its silvery waves were scattered 
In bright spray lost ! * * * This stream 's a life 

With tide and purpose shattered ; 
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Whose soul's bright restless fountains play- 
In darkness, or dash their music spray 
T' oblivion cold ; and who, some day, 
But for this might be on Fame's high sea, 
Golden, immortal, far-off sea ! 
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Human endeavor reminds me of the great be,auti- 
ful cloud presaging rain ; it looms up massively 
grand, flecked with sublime loveliness. But, it is 
cloud, — and after that the dissolution in tears. 

« « 
May not a constant practice of self-sacrifice, 
though beautiful, at last leave the heart indiffer- 
ent and callous, and, becoming hardened, cease to 
feel ? Sweetest flowers come with the glowing 
Spring ; and the grand possibilities of the soul 

blossom in happiness. 

* 
* * 

I was hungry for the sea ! I had to go. The 

silence of the inlands and my own heart oppressed 

me. I longed, not for the smooth, lotus-kissed 

Nile, but for the great rugged, wave-smitten land, 

where the sea came in all its moods, to laugh, or 

dream, or wail, on the shore, and send its grand 

tones through the desert of silence. 



ODE. 

Above that deep, unknown, 

Of a vague and nameless zone, 
Seen only, of the mind's undying light, — 

That shadow-gulf which lies 

Between lost centuries 
And chaos, that *s twin to ancient night, — 

Unto the present time 

Rife with poetic rhyme 
And all the music of the tides of years, — 

Rises a star, that looms 

Above its mystic glooms, 
Whose light now burns for earth's true, perfect Seers. 

Nay, nay, for Reason's dawn 
And Seer, was this one born, 
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Call him star, or man, or spirit, what you will ; 
To rise above the waves 
Of wrong, that yet enslaves, 

And bid un-reason's wild tumult be still ! 

With diamond spears of light 

Dipped in the living right 
He strikes the fetters of the human mind ; 

And proudly scorned the chance, 

The tyrant. Circumstance, 
That error unto errors still combined. 

Not alone for thought, for light. 

Is his combat with the night, 
But for justice, love, and truth, whose reign 

The simplest life can dower 

With their infinite power 
And bows of joy fling o*er the abyss of pain. 

His the fair humanities 
And lordly charities 
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(That make true natures, sweet as is the child's !) 
Like orbs at midnight seen 
Thro' mazy, heavenly sheen 

In azure golden, starry-tangled wilds ! 

The ages dead — long dead 

(Sands on Time's desert shed) 
Had their kings of thought, and mind-blossoming 

We, too, will have our own 

In this, who comes alone, 
And bids the captive hail the dawn and sing ! 

Ah, his would be the pow'r. 

Could mortal mould such hour. 
To make earth tropical with joy and love ; 

His mind, the tropics, holds. 

And their paradise enfolds. 
All, all, its airs to melodies that move ! 

Self-exiled from common ways 

Of men, and their wrong that slays, 
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We see him, as no other hero stand, 
Like a child and god in one. 
In the rays of Truth's white throne, 

Gentle as love, as truly brave, and grand. 

For all that the soul reveres, 

Riven of terror and fears. 
Rules in his royal heart that gladly brings 

The mind's imperial power 

For man's supremest hour, 
And gives to thought a thousand beauteous wings. 



IMPORTUNING. 



May I sing you a song of the earth, O Star, 

A-faint with dreams on your evening cloud ? 
Of some things done beneath the sun — 

Of souls once sweet, of hearts which are proud ? 
Have you any thing heard from our world of pain, 

Whose hard red hand on its brow is laid ? 

Is it Love or Song that your light hath made — 
That light where even the dark lies slain ? 

So bright you gleam but a little way off ; 
Lean close that my heart may love you ; 
And if I sing, O breathe to me then 

•Of all that is brightest above you — 
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Some word that my soul has never heard, 
For at least you never deceived me. 



Shall I sing you a song of the dawn, O Night, 

Of its fragrant lips and its rosy kiss, 
While your strange wild eyes burn in my soul 

Like flames that burn up its dreams of bliss ? 
Beneath your wing, have you something bright 

To lay at the feet of the sad red morn, 
Fair as the dove of peace, and as white 

As a lamb that for peace is slain and torn ? 
Could I sing you a song you never heard. 
Plucked out of the heart by life's grim bird — 
By want and woe, which are one and the same ? 
For the cry that kills, and hath no name. 

Lean close, while the heavy-laden 

Kneel low at your gates of silence now, 

Or sleep like a weary maiden, 
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Tired of bliss, and of all that is, 
When all things have deceived her. 



III. 



Can I sing you a song, O Sea, you have not 

Heard trembling through you eternally ? 
Of cries you hid, long dead and forgot 

Of the lost ones, lost in your depths, O Sea ? 
Each moaning wave in your bitter breast 
Hides shipwrecked hopes, some heart loved best ; 
Your waves come forth, and they all go back 
And leave no trace of their ruin's track. 

Could I tell you aught that is new or old, 
Not coiled up safely within you ? 

Can no soul's song through the slow sad years 
To part with your secret win you ? 
Come close, O Sea, if you listen to me. 
For at least your waves can relieve me. 
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IV. 



Could I sing you a song, O Death, would you stay 

Your blighting touch from the fair sweet brows 
Of those we love and who love us alway ? 

The ghastly ghosts of our broken vows 
Cling round your feet, and our chaplets frail 
Of love-fond words, like them lie pale 

And dead and cold in your dreary house. 
Many fly from you, as they fly from the true — 
Lean close, nor think that I fear you ; 

And if I sing, O waft me away 
To the Beautiful, somewhere near you ; 

Fly fast, to any strange land at last, 
For at least you cannot deceive me. 



LONGING. 



Many spirits in sorrow and anguish, 

Through years that as deserts are bleak, 

Are athirst for sweet Music's soul ever — 
Would in her deep melodies speak' ; 

And yield brightest years of their being 
One day in her fame to rejoice ; 

But for me — I pine for no glory — 
But only the sound of a voice. 

The world's great heart is now throbbing ; 

Full of every wild longing 't is stirred, 
In hero, in maiden, in mother — 

But I *m longing for one little word. 
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Many gaze on the beautiful alway, 
And some for its Paradise sigh, 

Or die with their infinite longing — 
But I pine for the light of an eye ! 

Many battle for kingdoms of glory, 
And die for fame, fortune, or art ; 

But I care not for all their grim mock'ries- 
I *m pining alone for thy heart. 

And I wonder if ever or never 
Will pity Love's spirit control, 

And if in Love's infinite heaven 

I shall yet find that soul of my soul ! 



SUNRISE. 



The sun fell ; the moon fell ; and still I sat 

Upon the creasy, wrinkled, sandy beach ; 

My face against the low burnt day, whereat 

The sombre waters gazed with silence deep as 
speech ; 
And the darkness was in reach. 

I sat with level gaze on the distance far ; 

The day fell ; the far off seemed the nearest ; 
The dusk long-lined with ruddy gold — no star ; — 

The world was sad, as if it lost all its dearest ; 
Remote waves were the clearest. 

Like visions vague, that went, and came, and went 
Nameless ; my soul in awe looked on with dread ; 
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In shad'wy troop o*er mystic battlement 

They came ; " I am so sick of shadows," quick I 
said, 
And my heart, and voice seemed dead — 

Else they had said some bitter things to say ; 
And the darkness grew ; what seemed an image 
part, 
And part a cloud, rose from the buried day, 

*Tween sky and sea, like some wild dream of art. 
Its great eyes chilling my heart. 

But not its voice ; the while I whispered low — 

The dark is heavy, but I shall not die ; 
And bitter most the bitter taste of woe ; 

The false surrounds and grasps the soul — it shall 
not lie — 
And love, hatred will defy. 

The dark is heavy on me ; and the longing 
And disappointment, with slow-eating fire, 
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Will lose their power of pain and wronging ; 

And tho* their pale, thin hands sweep o'er my 
broken lyre — 
I will, I will go higher. 

The dark is heavy — ah ! what form is this ? 

I know the forms of Envy, Hate, and Spite, 
That slur with poisonous shade love's world of 
bliss — 
They shall not pierce me now with all their spears 
bedight — 
Somewhere are tides of light ! 

Hark ! their golden flow — that form again ! 

Mine eye doth measure not its full outline ; 
It beacons me away from night and pain ; 
And hath the robe, the voice, the eye of hope 
divine, 
With curl and curve of creamy shine. 
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The night wanes ; the moon wanes ; the vision 
gleams 
Athwart the glooms, till ache my heart and eyes 
To read it full. Oh, one of Fate's wild dreams ! 
O Destiny mine ! The myst'ry and evil dies, 
And the night fades in sunrise. 
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»The mountain, like a great golden crucible, was 
burning its purple and ruby incense for heaven. 
* 

What is life? What its meaning, without the 
spiritual or immaterial relationship between two or 
more superior intelligences ? 
* 

An Idealist, what after all am I but worse than 
Don Quixote, for he went forth to fight the wind- 
mills, but I would bring heaven down to earth in a 
realization of Ideals, 
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